In the West, a dull furnace-glow,
Where the Enemy, wearied at lust,

Sank even now to his rest.

Here will we stay through tin* stifling night:
We shall sleep in the upon,
The stars for our tent;

But first we will swim together,

A long cool swim,

In the river-pool by the ford,

While, the night-bird whistles and calls overhead,

And the iire-ilies glimmer and dance in the reeds,

And Clod gives coolness at last and peace to our souls.
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I GAIN, 0 King of our lives.
We worship, whilst yet it is night, at Thy feet:

Above, rides the moon, the thinnest of sickles,

And beside her two great and radiant stars
Hang, like silvery lamps:

In the East the first red tinge of the coming day
Is kindling the low-lying clouds to fire;

O wonder ever renewed of Thy power, our God,

Creating beauty and life,
Dispelling darkness by light divine:
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